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	The Source of Magic

Five years. Five years since the Battle of Hogwarts. Five years since they'd one. Five years since they had begun to get the lives that had been stolen from them. And, finally five years later, he was finally looking at his life in a new light. It took five years, but Harry was finally ready to see that his life, a life without constantly fighting to keep the war on their side, was finally good. It was just too good to be true. He felt giddy in a way. His whole life until this point had been spent in constant worry that everything good was just a fabrication, that it would all vanish one day. But it didn't. No, instead, his life began the second Voldemort died. He'd begun auror training. He'd began his mourning over what he lost, and he began to live, and truly live. There was no more fighting a war. All there was was protecting the light, protecting the good people that had survived the long war. And, a part of him feared that one day, he would wake up and find it all to be untrue.

But it hadn't happened. And now he understood that the fear of everything he worked for wasn't going to be ripped away from him like his family and friends had been. He couldn't believe how much time was wasted. So much time thinking that it was all a dream, that nothing happened, and and that nothing good lasts forever. And it was about time he started acting like who he was: a twenty-three year old man who finally had his life together. Why shouldn't he celebrate that?

This would be his fifth time attending the celebrations in honor of the Battle of Hogwarts. This was his chance to walk the corridors of his first home. This was his chance to take a deep breath and revel in the fact that no child would have to go through the same thing he and his friends had. He would see the smiling faces of children, students, who would be the foundation future generations who wouldn't have to live in fear of a Dark Lord's wrath looming over an entire population. He would see the faces of friends he hadn't seen as much since their paths separated. He would see Luna and Neville, who were happily engaged. He would see Dean Thomas and Seamus Finnigan, who were both constantly travelling on their own adventures as curse breakers. And, most importantly, he would see Ron and Hermione, who had finally made up after four years of clumsily attempting to find love where mostly friendship remained. He would see them all.

Donning on his best robes, he went through the ritual of preparation that he always had before. He would take a long bath. He would take a drink, always to ensure courage to stomach the emotions of what had happened. Then he would get dressed, and take Teddy to his grandmothers, being sure to make sure that the little boy was pacified. And finally, right before he'd go, he'd take about thirty minutes to remember the one person he would have died to see: Ginny. She was the one person he knew, with all his heart, deserved to live. Yet, Death had other plans. That's what Death did. It took everything people wanted, their hopes and dreams, and it ripped them apart. Why? He did not know. Perhaps it was because he, of all people, defied it. He denied death by the many times he had felt her cold hands grip their lives, and Death, she grew impatient. And she decided to punish Harry by taking those he loved most. Death took Ginny...

It had been five years, and the pain was still there, dulled and more of an echo of his original anguish, but it was there all the same.

By the time he arrived at Hogwarts, there was already a multitude of people there. Even though he had never felt like the war hero that many painted him to be, he smiled. By now, he understood that people looked to him for hope. It didn't matter how he felt so long as good came out of it. And so, he smiled, shook hands, and took his place at the table he'd sat at for his six years of Hogwarts. He had originally been offered a seat at the Staff's table, but he declined.

He found himself sitting among the very people he wanted to see. Hermione and Ron, kindly situated together. They were each other's date, despite not actually being a couple. Dean and Seamus were boasting to Neville and Luna, who were engrossed in tales of some Egyptian curse they'd dissected. And, near the ends of the tables, which had been extended notably, were the students, most of who were awestruck. However, the eldest of the lot, the sixth and seventh years, the ones who had been there for the battle, all grown up now, were respectful, and showed the distress that even Harry sported at times.

"How are you, Harry?" Hermione asked politely, a genuine concerned look coming over her features. And so it began, the usual small talk that would turn into a distracting conversation of what each one of them had been up to lately. They were close, but most of the time, they were busy with their own paths. He and Ron, on the other hand, were immersed in each other's lives. They were partners. They had each other's back at all times. It was only natural due to the many times they had to go into danger together.

He found that Hermione was working towards a civil rights bill for non-human magical creatures including centaurs, werewolves, vampires, and so on. Luna was more than willing to tell all about her works with Rolf Scamander, a descendant of Newt Scamander, on exploring Aokigahara. She'd even shared some insight on a species similar to phoenixes that lived in the more dense regions of the forest. The whole time she spoke, Neville stared at her as if she were the center of his world, something Harry felt envious of, but only for a moment. Lastly, he and Ron shared a few experience in their work on catching a few remnants of death eaters, most of which had been caught. And so, the night went on past the usual dinner, and onto a period of dancing and socializing, which he promptly decided to almost reenact his dance with Hermione with. It was a moment in time where they both needed nothing more than each other to lean on. Only this time, Ron was more than happy to let the two go. Even he had gotten past the ugliness that the war made them. It was true, things were finally looking up.

"As much as I love dancing, I believe my date might get fussy," Hermione murmered, pulling away from Harry. Harry understood though. Despite knowing Harry wasn't a threat, Ron did enjoy Hermione's presence more than Harry. There was little animosity between the trio. That enough was certain. So, instead, Harry found himself waiting at their table. Thankfully, there were few Prophet workers at the event. There was more news to cover, and he, the boy who lived, was no longer hot news, thankfully.

Before too long, Harry found a small boy in front of him. The boy couldn't be any older than seventeen. A student, Harry concluded. The boy's eyes didn't see as lively as the likes of his underclassmen, but Harry knew that was to be expected.

"Mr. Potter," the boy greeted politely, his blue eyes flickering from his hands to Harry's eyes. "My name is Rupert Chatwin..."

"Nice to meet you Rupert," Harry greeted back, just as politely and gentle. He couldn't imagine having to see Hogwarts, in his first or second year, burning as his upperclassmen and teachers fought and died not too far away, then have to walk the corridors that were left in ruins. The boy didn't have years of preparation like he did.

"I-I was wondering if you remembered my older sister. H-Her name was Helen. She was a Hufflepuff-" Harry took note of the past tense. "-and she had fought that day. During the battle," Rupert clarified. Harry's face instantly broke into a sympathetic frown. He tried to cover it, but the boy could already feel the apology about to come out of Harry's mouth. "I... I just thought that maybe you would have seen her... That maybe you would have been able to tell me that she did all she could and that she died bravely," the boy pleaded. Harry didn't know. How could he? So many things had been happening, that he hadn't had the time to look at every face of every student that had fallen in battle.

"Rupert," Harry began, stressing the boy's name. "I cannot speak as a witness, but I can assure you that she was very brave. Everyone who fought knew what was at risk, and yet she did just that. To die fighting for a cause bigger than just oneself, that is one of the bravest deeds a person could ever do. So yes, she was very brave."

The boy nodded, clearly dissatisfied. Harry felt his heart ache in complete remorse. He had spoken the truth, yet it did him no justice. The truth was one of many things to be sought after, yet never wanted to be found. That was the truth. The truth was ugly, unkind, and unwanted. The boy had simply wanted to be told what would have made life easier to go through with, and Harry had been unable to help him in that. And, as the boy left, Harry made certain that he would have to pay him and his parents a visit after finding out what truly became of Helen Chatwin. He'd ask every last living person from that day if he had to.

It was then did Harry find himself leaving the Great Hall, walking down an empty corridor, alone. Even after all this time, after finding out how he was not truly alone anymore, he still felt as isolated as could be. Staring out at the night's sky through a dusty window, he felt, for a brief moment, regret. The dead weren't remembered. Not unless it was in a blaze of righteous glory. Many of the fallen had been forgotten. And, as unfair as it was, Harry understood why. Their lives were cut short, and their legacy was the home they all shared.

Upon returning to the Great Hall, Harry found himself right at Ron's side, again, as they always were. He looked to his gingery friend, who was starting at the twins who were tending to their wives.

"They look happy," Harry noted quietly, unable to read Ron's expression.

It never stopped, the guilt that Harry bared for being unable to protect the youngest Weasley. It just went on and on.

"He's gotten better," Ron said quietly, after some time of waiting. His blue eyes met Harry's. There was not a drop of anger in them.

Harry raised an eyebrow, not understanding what Ron was referring to.

"Fred," Ron clarified.

Harry nodded. He had known for some time that Fred had been blaming himself for Ginny's death.

Harry had never seen Fred as distraught as Ron had. According to Ron, Fred had been trying to take himself off of his habits of ingesting a bottle of firewhisky a night. The boy had liver damage, something not even wizarding society was able to fix all the time. Yet, for the sake of his family, he tried getting better. Of course, in front of everyone, the twins both seemed to be fine. Not perfect, but they seemed to be mourning healthily. Behind doors was different, as it was expected to be.

Ron persisted, as did George. Harry even noticed that Fred hadn't even drank the elf-made wine most of-age people took upon consuming.

"Angelina doesn't know. Nor does Eliza-" Fred's little wife that was as sweet as sugar. "-but that's thanks to George."

Harry blinked. He had only known what Ron told him, but he would have thought that Elizabeth would have noticed her husband's intoxication.

There was a long, awkward pause, into which Ron had inserted more words in an attempt to cover up what exactly he had just confessed. Harry let the topic slide away, but his eyes did turn towards Ron's older brothers. They were his family too. Finding their way back to their seats for Kingsley Shacklebolt to make his speech before the night would be ended. Hermione had been there before them, saving them a spot. She was the same Hermione that looked out for them, even after all this time.

The moment stretched on and on as people slowly made their way back to their seats. When the silence came, the speech began.

"Five years ago..."

"I don't understand-" came a voice from the back of the table. He'd recognized the voice anywhere.

"I can't believe Rita Skeeter even is invited," Ron had whispered to Harry, who wasn't paying full attention the recycled speech. It only differed in a few sections of the speech.

"After all these years, I will never understand why he is still minister," she persisted, with the blitheness of somebody who had arrogance to spare. "He says he is leading reforms against corruption, yet why is it that I hear little details of it."

"If she knew how little she was trusted, maybe she would," Harry mumbled, clearly growing irritated with the woman behind him.

"She's just trying to provoke someone into giving an opinion. Now, please, be quiet," they heard Hermione plead.

And so they did. The speech ended up being so dull and time-consuming that even Hermione was tapping her foot lightly, clearly having trouble looking as moved as she had been many years ago. As good as Shacklebolt was, even Harry had to wonder when a change of office would come. Yet, it was refreshing for his troubles to be involved with thinking of changes rather than just making it through the day.

However, Shaklebolt segued into a lengthy anecdote that involved his own memories of meetings with the Order of the Phoenix. He paused every thirty seconds and would pick up quickly, trying to make it through his speech. There was only so much one could say every year when the same people were always in attendance. Harry wouldn't blame him. He was never much of a speech maker himself. Then again, Harry wasn't a politician either.

Either way, the Minister was struggling with it. The speech might not have been as practiced and precise as his previous, but it was much more interesting. Harry even realized that this was probably meaning more to Kingsley. He was getting older, and there were other people waiting to try their hands out in a reconstruction administration.

Harry's eyes moved towards the other tables where current Hogwarts students sat. The majority were hanging on every word the minister managed to get out. Even the Slytherins who looked less menacing as he remembered. Then again, times were changing. Not as many young boys and girls were being pressured and prepared for joining the Death Eaters. Then, his eyes found Rupert. The poor boy looked desperate, as if the Minister would mention anything that would bring him comfort. Only during the first celebration did Kingsley read off a list of 'Significant' casualties, but not all.

Harry couldn't imagine the slap in the face it was to all the family members and loved ones of those who died during the war, for only a few to be glorified. And as much as everyone tried, the public didn't care for all the lives lost. All they cared for was a hopeful story to build the next day on

Harry had still been watching Rupert when Ron leaned over.

"I may not be the best speaker, but I'm certain that what he said wasn't right becau-"

Just then, for an instant, the glass of Kingsley's podium shattered. Gasps sounded as everything went completely askew and then righted itself again as if nothing had happened. Except that, there was someone, a man, standing directly behind the Minister, someone, who Harry felt, in his heart, was not supposed to be there.

He was a tall man, adorned in a fine and shimmering gray English suit, a dark blue club tie that was fixed in place with an iron crescent-moon pin. The Minister, who was still trying to make sense of what was happening, didn't notice the man that everyone was staring at, who was looking at everyone as if they were sharing a joke at the minister's expense. Harry hadn't been able to clearly make out the man's face. At first he thought he had forgotten his glasses at his house, but soon he had realized that there was a blur around the man's head. A swarm of moths that were obscuring the man's features from everyone in the room. All Harry could make out was the glowing blue eyes that hauntingly stared through the swarm, at everyone else.

Then Kingsley had stopped speaking. He was frozen in place.

Ron had stopped, too. The Great Hall, just an hour ago was filled with chatter, was now silent. The table creaked, and Harry realized he couldn't move either. There was nothing to restrain him, but he felt as though his mind and body were disconnected. Was the man doing this? Who was he? Out of the corner of Harry's eyes, he could see Hermione, leaned over slightly in his and Ron's direction. Her hair was falling out of it's place, masking her visibility. Harry tried looking at Ron, but he couldn't. Everything and everybody was still, and the only one that was still in motion was the man behind the podium.

Harry's heart was quick to pound. and the man, cocked his head and frowned as if he could hear it. Harry couldn't understand what was happening, but it was clear that something was wrong. Adrenaline flooded into his bloodstream, but there was no place for it to go. His brain was burning with it's own juices. The man started exploring the environment around him. His movements were that of a dancer, an entertainer who was examining his new performance stage. He was inquisitive, and amused. With all the moths around his face, no one could know what his intentions were.

The man circled the minister. There was something odd about the way the man moved. He was too fluid about his gait. When he walked into the light, Harry realized that the man wasn't normal. Or if he had been, he was not anymore. Below the cuffs of his sleeves, Harry could see that the man had three fingers too many.

Fifteen minutes passed by, and then half of an hour. Harry couldn't move his head, and it killed him as the man moved in and out of his vision. The man touched most of what was around him. He eventually sat on the staff table and took out a knife, twirling it between his fingers. Harry noticed the way objects began to shake and shift, some even breaking or cracking, whenever he was too close to them.

Harry's heart stopped as he removed Kingsley's wand from his pocket, and snapped it in half. Then he began to mutter something too fast for Harry to catch the details. His fingers bent and twisted in sharp movements, and before long, every loose object in the room was suspended in the air before he began to speak again, the extra fingers on his hands bent sideways and backward before everything gently descended back to it's place.

An hour passed, then another. Harry could feel the fear that waned and returned in rushes, crashing waves of fear. Harry was sure something bad was happening, but just what, he wasn't clear on. He just knew that it whatever it was, it was nothing like he had ever seen before. And it burned. It burned him to know he couldn't do anything to stop it. For once, Harry didn't have the choice to be brave.

Harry wondered if the man knew that he was in a hall of wizards. There was something grotesquely humorous about the man, and Harry hated it. As the man approached the Hufflepuff table, Harry saw him lift a pocletwatch from Rupert's robes. He examined it thoroughly before he placed his hands onto Rupert's face. Harry felt a sharp moment of panic as the moths began to swarm, multiplying until Harry, who had a clear line of sight on Rupert, could no longer see the Hufflepuff or the man.

There was a loud crunching noise that tore through the dead silence of the hall. When the moths began to slow down, retreating back to the man's face, Harry saw that Rupert's head was hanging lowly, to the left, revealing what was left of his neck.

Harry was certain that everyone would be screaming if they could. And that was the most terrifying part.

No one could move.

The night should have been over already. Why hadn't anyone noticed and done something by now? Where was the rest of the wizarding world? Where were the rest of the aurors or the families of every person in the hall. Harry wished he could have moved, if only to turn his head just a few degrees more before he'd been frozen, so he could see Hermione's face better.

As the man moved on, towards the ends of the tables, Harry felt panic seep into his bones. Whatever was happening, he couldn't see, but he could make out the sound of strangled noises, and the sound of something liquid hitting the floor. Harry saw that Hermione's head was twitching, trying to turn. As much as Harry fought to move, he couldn't. And eventually, Hermione, she couldn't either. Ron, his fingers twitched, and Harry could feel the brief crackle of magic that he'd felt in his youth, the subtle feeling of the world moving to his will, but just as it was there, it was gone. For the first time in a long time, Harry felt a crushing defeat, and he couldn't even express it!

Hours passed on, and Harry could see the light of a new day break in a mess panic and boredom. Harry went numb. He heard the sounds of birds chirping outside, and he could see through a window, out of the very corner of his eye, that there was something out there, making the light wane. He could hear sounds of humming, and faintly, four or five voices chanting in unison. A colossal, silent flash of light burst behind the doors of the hall with such a force that the thick wood became invisible for an instant. Harry heard rumbling as if there were people trying to break through the stone floor. None of this fazed the man in the suit, who was slowly making his way back to the front of the hall, casually taking the pocket square out of Harry's robes, and using it to clean his red hands.

Ron's ears had turned red. Harry could see the sweat that was glistening on the foreheads of Dean and Seamus, who were staring at each other, not wanting to see whatever had been happening in the back of the hall. Harry felt sick. By the looks of Luna, who had tears streaming from her eyes, whatever it was, it was something worse than any of them had ever seen. Harry didn't know if he should be grateful that he couldn't see it.

Harry must have fallen into a numbed state, or perhaps he'd fallen asleep. All he knew was that he'd woken to the sound of a hauntingly distorted voice singing. It was the man and with a tender voice he sang:

_"My mother, she killed me,_  
><em>My father, he ate me,<em>  
><em>My sister, little Anne-marie<em>  
><em>she gathered up the bones of my<em>  
><em>And tied them in a silken scarf,<em>  
><em>to lay under the juniper,<em>  
><em>Tweet, tweet, what a beautiful bird am I..."<em>

The man switched back and forth between humming and whistling. And then, mid note, the man was gone. He just vanished. One second he was standing in front of the minister, and the next, he was gone.

It all happened so quickly that Harry hadn't even processed what had happened. There was a moment of pure relief, despite no sound being made. And before long, Harry saw the Kingsley's mouth closed, the first full movement Harry saw, but in that instant, the minister had crumpled forward, bonelessly to the floor and knocked himself unconscious on the stone steps.

Harry quickly tried standing, but he slid off his seat, down onto the floor, his head hitting Ron's boot. His whole body was hideously cramped. There was no strength within his limbs. Slowly, twitching on the floor in a mix of agony and solace, he stretched his aching limbs, and bubbles of pain released in his joints. Tears of relief fell from his eyes. It was over.

It was over.

The man was gone, and all Harry could feel was relief. However he heard the groans, moans, and sobs of people, everyone around him. There was nothing quite as loud as the screams began, people trying to move, to flee, when the most anyone could do was to was lift their upper body from wherever they'd fallen.

Then Harry heard it, the doors flinging open. His eyes, saw four pairs of feet run in, stopping in the center of the hall. Harry, still lying immobile, heard an accented voice ordered someone named "Gus" to call for help. Sooner than not, the Great Hall was flooded with about a hundred people, dressed in white, rushing to help those of which were still living. Harry felt a sigh of comfort ripple through him, even more when he saw a pair of boots stop in front of him. He let out a groan as he tried turning his head. Partially blind by the sun that became visible through the window behind the girl, he eventually made out a face.

She had a light complexion, but her hair was a rich river of browns. Harry felt as if he'd experienced the warmth of the sun just by looking into the concerned brown eyes that stared at him. He could barely process that her lips were moving.

"Sir... Sir, can you speak?"

Harry tried opening his mouth, but a groan came out. She made a series of rapid, businesslike gestures over the marble. It looked like she was doing rapid sign language except for the fact that her mouth was moving almost as quick as her hands. She spoke in a language he couldn't understand, but he didn't focus. His eyes were too caught up on the lights coming from her fingers, leaving trails of lights following their paths in the air. Harry felt a cool sensation in his throat and once it disappeared, he cleared his throat.

"Can you speak now?" She asked.

"Yes."

Harry had almost forgotten what his voice sounded like after so long a silence.

"Sir, can you tell me what you saw? Who you saw?" she asked, helping him sit up. Harry's jaw was slackened as he tried to find the words to describe it. His eyes turned towards the back of hall, but a hand quickly stopped him. His eyes flashed to the woman in front of him. Her eyes were narrowed slightly.

"Sir, I need you to focus. What did you see?" she asked.

"A... A man."

"A man? Did you see his face?" She persisted, clearly growing more uneasy.

"No. There were moths..."

Her skin paled. As much as she wanted to contain her emotions, Harry could see it in her eyes. She knew what it-what _he_ was.

"What was that thing?!" he heard Ron grunt as a golden haired, green eyed woman tried keeping him sitting upwards.

Harry watched as the green eyed one shook her head at the other.

"I assure you, your questions will be answered."

Before Harry could demand any the woman stood, placing her fingers to her temples. Harry opened his mouth to speak, but a cry ripped through him as he stood upright before falling into his seat. The woman, while Harry caught his breath, moved away, swiftly approaching a man, tall and dark, who stood at the center of the Great Hall. Harry watched as the woman whispered into the Man's ear, and the man quickly gave her a nod. Harry would have watched further as she helped other's to their seats, but his eyes went to the back of the Great Hall. And what he saw made him sick.

Hundreds of children were on the ground. All of which were bloody. Some were immobile, deathly still, and others were convulsing as sobs wrecked through their young bodies. Harry noticed all were missing something. Some missing hands, others missing their eyes, some missing their heads...

Harry turned away, feeling his dinner begin to rise. He felt a hand clap onto his shoulder. Weakly lifting his head, he saw Ron.

"It's going to be okay," Ron promised. His tone betrayed how he truly felt, but no one could deny how much he needed it to be true.

And so they waited, looking down at their feet as the men and women in white covered the dead and tended to the living. Hours passed and soon the hall was cleared of all except the adults in the room... The people who had endured a war, the people who had moved on from all the grotesque memories, only to be ridden with a new one.

They all stared as a man in a dark suit, made his way to the front of the hall, standing in front of the podium rather than behind where the minister was still being tended to.

"I know this is probably not the time to explain anything to you. And I apologize for that. However, I know that those of you that are able to think in the moment, probably are trying to find answers..." Harry heard Hermione let out a longing breath. "And I am sorry to say that I will not have all the answers."

There was no uproar. There was no protest. This time, no one spoke out of choice.

"This may come as a surprise to many of you - though I might note that this shouldn't since you are a kind that knows that nothing can truly be impossible - that there are other worlds besides our own," he began. Eyes widened at this. Harry wanted to struggle wrapping his mind around it, but it came with ease. In light of recent events, nothing felt impossible. Not even a worse massacre coming to pass on school grounds. "This is not a matter of debate. This is a fact... I have never been to these other worlds. Few have. And I doubt any of you will ever go to any. The art of travelling to other worlds is an area of magic that even we know very little about... However we do know that some of these worlds are inhabited..."

Harry felt his head pounding as he tried to make sense of it all...

"The Beast you all saw today was of another world. We have encountered the Beast before-"

Harry wondered who "we" even was. Looking around he saw a multitude of people. Some dressed in white scrubs, others dressed in casual muggle clothes.

Who were they?

What were they?

"What you have seen today is a small part of it. This is you first, and hopefully only, experience with other worlds. I know some of you, especially the likes of which are related to the unfortunate children that were attacked, will want justice. I implore you to salvage what lives you can, and do not pursue it."

This time, there were sounds, quiet shouts of protests. How could anyone let what happened go?

"You all are not prepared to face the Beast. You know even less about it than us, and we are out of our depths. The only reason we were able to come so soon was due to tracking it, but even in that, we are like a toddler latched onto the edge of a tide pool."

"What will you do?" Harry heard someone shout from behind him. This was the one time Rita Skeeter was asking a good question.

The man's eyes flew to the blond woman.

"We are busy trying to stop it. This Beast has never shown any interest besides our people, yet today, it attacked here... Its motivations are difficult to guess, even more so now," He sighed heavily. "From our knowledge, people of our world are like swimmers, usually only swimming across the surface of their world. On rare occasions, there are a few who sometimes dive a little below the surface but never going very deep. Ordinarily they pay no attention to us. However, there are times, times when someone goes too deep, or something catches a creatures attention. Whatever may have triggered the visit is still unknown to me. However, whatever it was, it gave the Beast an opportunity to enter our world."

At this Harry felt his stomach lurch at the thought of something so powerful that it can cross worlds, that it can massacre effortlessly almost an entire student body.

"This Beast has, on more than one account, managed to climb out of the depths of his world, like a shark seized a swimmer from below. All we have been able to deduce is that its motivations are not sporadic. The Beast, it appears to be looking for something, or someone. It takes every time it appears, and whether it finds what it wants, or not, we can never be sure..."

Harry got the feeling that usually the man speaking would have a certainty and confidence, tempered by a slight ridiculousness, much like Dumbledore had. But even Harry, who did not know the man, knew that he looked disoriented. The man fingered his tie, not knowing what to say next. No one could possibly be prepared to speak on behalf of what happened.

"All I can say is that what happened is over... for now. Usually, I would not want my kind to remain around yours. However, seeing as we have both been targeted, we will remain and take full charge of what will happen from here on out."

No one argued with him. Not even Kingsley, who was exhaustively staring at the man like he, the man, was a savior.

"All be examined, medically and magically, and then purified just in case of the Beast marking or tainting you. After which, you are free to leave or to stay. Either way, my people will be here, ready and willing to help."

He stopped there, giving a nod and leaving. It was all so very abrupt. Harry felt robbed that the man didn't say more. And it was then Harry realized why. Even though the man didn't know them, even though Harry wasn't sure about trusting the man, this was the one person who seemed to know anything about what attacked them. It was in that moment that Harry realized, staring at Kingsley as aurors arrived, that there was no real choice. Whoever these people were, whatever they were, they were the only hope they had.

They'd been targeted.

And if Harry was ever right about the gut feeling that something bad would happen down the road, it was now. His only comfort was watching as the people, the strangers began making their way through guests. It happened in a blur of lights. By the time three people in white got to Harry, many left, most likely to run to their families.

And in the end, Harry, Hermione, and Ron were one of the few that remained.

Finally able to move properly, the three tiredly held onto each other. All were relieved to be alive. He felt as if it were five years ago, at the end of the battle. Everything wasn't all right, but he had a profound gratitude for the strangers that were bustling about, escorting people to dormitories meant for students. And then he looked at the same woman as before, the one talking fast to the woman who helped Ron. These strangers became incredibly beautiful in his eyes. Perhaps it was from the feeling of going through what they had and being able to live through it, but suddenly, the world was beautiful. Even Hermione seemed to be silent, not thinking or trying to figure things out. In fact the first thing she did after they embraced was place her hands over theirs, holding onto them tightly, scared that if she would have let go, then they'd be gone...

All Harry knew was that he was so grateful to be able to finally look at them again.

"What do you suppose we do now?" Ron asked, looking to Harry for answers. Harry blinked, in all honesty he didn't know what to do. He never did. When Ron turned to Hermione, she didn't have any either. It was then Harry realized how out of their depths they were. This wasn't a war. This wasn't anything they've seen before. And so, Harry gave the only answer he knew.

"I don't know."

"We wait," Hermione insisted. Their eyes went to her. "It's all we can do now. We wait and see what we can do to help."

That was the best she could come up with.

Ron nodded in agreement, looking to Harry.

"I don't suppose either of you know the password to the Gryffindor dormitories?" Harry asked. Hermione gave him a tired smile, giving his hand a squeeze before moving towards the Staff table where Minerva McGonagall stood, trying to organize her staff to help the strangers distribute people to where they needed to be. And as Hermione left, Ron turn to Harry and forced a smile.

_"Just like old times, eh?"_

* * *

><p><strong><em>Note, this story is drawing from the series and TV show called The Magicians. However, you will not need to watch or read them to understand this fanfiction. This is not a full crossover since it really doesn't have anything to do with the actual series itself, or the main characters. This fic will not be interacting with the storyline of the original series. It is a Harry Potter fic with some exceptions. <em>**

**_With that being said, please leave a review with your thoughts, questions, etc. _**


End file.
